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CHORUS. 




4 - 

But Lank Lung Ling was a very fickle thing, 
Resembling the world of lovers, 

He took a pot of paint, and a brush so quaint. 
And wrote her, “There are others.” 

Ki yi! Ching-a-ling-a-ling-a-ling. 

5 - 

And little Tewey Foo cried, “What shall I do?” 

Ah, now comes the sad, sad part; 

She had a fainting spell, and as she fell 
> She broke her China heart. 

Ki yi! Ching-a-ling-a-ling-a-ling. 

6 . • 

But little Tewey Foo knew a thing or two 
And revived quite unoffended, 

She met a China man who had hit upon a plan 
To have her broken China mended. 

(Spoken)— Hollah S Ching-a-ling-a-ling-a-ling. 













































































































